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CI do not believe in the possibility, rny angel; I only
suppose it.'
CI do not see much difference.'
What could I say? Clementina reasoned well, though I
reasoned better than she, but that was because I was not in
love for the first time. Such words in the mouth of a woman
one would like to make happy for ever are only to be
answered with kisses and tears.
'Take me \vith you,' she said; 'I am ready to follow you
anywhere, and I should be happy, I know.'
'I could not so far dishonour your family.5
'Then you do not think me fit to be your wife?*
'You are fit for a throne, and it is I who am unworthy of
so perfect a wife as you. I must tell you that I have nothing
in the world; I may be a beggar to-morrow. Alone, I fear
no reverse of fortune; but I should kill myself if I saw you
exposed to privation after having thrown in your lot with
mine.5
'Why do I feel it an impossibility that your luck should
ever turn, and also that you can never be really happy away
from rne? Your love cannot be as great as mine if you
have so much less confidence in its endurance.*
'My darling, if I have less confidence, it is because I
have more experience, and a far crueler experience than you,
and one that makes me tremble for the future. Love, once
touched by fear, loses in strength what it gains in reason.'
'That hard word reason! Must we then part?'
'Needs must, my beloved; but my heart will remain in
your keeping. I shall adore you, though I leave you; and if
f orttiae smiles on me in England, you will see me here again
next yean I will buy land wherever you wish, and will settle
it on you the day of our marriage; our children and the
pleasures of literature shall occupy our lives.'
'What a dream! Why can I not go to sleep now, and
only awake on the day when we realise these projects, or die
if they are doomed not to be realised.3

